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It reminds us of a better time 
when life was simpler, but it was 
a much more difficult and shorter 

life if we were truthful. 
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This girl, who seemed to get lost in 
a complicated idea, certainly she 
hadn’t considered that | was staring 
at her ... alone, doing my best to 
catch her eye, what | could do? 
| begged to think about it. 
Start a conversation about public 
transport in Tokyo, an extended 
and deep dialogue ... 
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angels in our time. Even our best hearts 
and many of our most watched 
prophets cannot face this challenge. 
This is my excuse for waiting for the 
next fight as the alarm clock rings 
"Return to work...Return to work. 
You are an ignorant zombie drone.” 
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In order to create the future, we must 
accept that the past is a sterile cemetery 
where only weeds can grow, and reaching 
that point, we finally agree to give up 
our promise to protect even our most 
important memories... 

Only then can we accept the new present 
and then many scripted paths to 
our future...our future... 
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Here, Bob Dylan and James Dean are 
standing with their hands in their front 
pockets, as if they were coming down to 
Shibuya's main street. Crumpling her 
lips as she passes by, with a raincoat 
shimmering, dyed blonde hair and 
green eyeshadow, makes me feel she's 
almost sincere ... I'm hyperventilating ... 
turns ... yes, | can believe. 
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A photo book made a few 
generations ago, containing 
the strangest things and 
concepts of my distant past. 
| professed all my deep love, 
she paused and smiled as she 
left. Another woman said, 
"Don't enter the women’s 
room here!" 
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Warm and forgiving, 
we lived together in an apartment 
with hundreds of paperback 
books on the walls. 
Romantic mysteries mixed with 
random comedies and 
unauthorized bio-stories, classical 
music floats in the air, and you 
turn to me and smile. 
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She looked like a cultist. 
The Bohemian turned to her, 
even though he was much 
older than her. 
Selene She vee, lave ere bel 
like 15 and tried to ask 
her for her first date. 
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Slowly measured, my broken 
heart trembles and rattles like 
an old broken clock. 

I'm wondering what happened 
to us now. Did we really grow? 
Did we face each other, or did 
we escape from the right society 
and accept the darkness of 
our father's zombie company? 
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Finally, we were about to stop. 
| completely abandoned all 
hopes of fate and chance of 

good luck fighting for this love 

connection with the Bohemian 
Girl 
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The bus slipped and stopped. 
She turned to me, immediately 
sizing me, then leaning back and 
whispering to my ears. 
"| have a can of mace, you're an 
old flatulence!" 
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But that's not a problem that 
needs to be addressed. | take a 
deep breath and let everything 

fade out... 
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It's always a simpler and more 
discreet version of the Grand 
Palace Complex, and I've always 
been able to meditate quietly 
and find a shaded place to free 
myself from some of my inner 
demons. ...but no more! 
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Whenever | need to reorganize 
with deep concern about 
the need to cleanse my mind 
and seriously consider future 
options, | always seem to 
be back here-a "safe" port- 
immediate, look at the storm 
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After a much longer series of hanging, 
endless chats, even we desperately 
never let us go up, that we never 
overcome those high walls. 
After all of those protracted 
conversations we must admit, 
the barriers we gladly built, and 
finally, the world as we wish, not the 


reality of what it is. Choose to see ... 
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It's not good, reflexes are the most 
powerful medicine, and I'm happy 
and wondering if we trample many 
times and our minds seem 
to transcend so freely. 

Go through the ancient rabbit hole. 
Run around everything without any 
known restrictions that prevent 
its free access ... 
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It's all about what we wanted, 
our endless rehashing, 
desperately reaching out to 
the rest of our destiny, but 
still the desired result, 
or what our kids like. 
Even in a dream, | return to 
what | still grasp with some 
pointless quests... 
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| reached out 
for you, and there 
you stood... 
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It would be great to see 
your face at my door 
where no one stays 
in one place anymore... 
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This became a grail quest to 
jump start, flood the fading 
dreams of sea monsters, and 
seek the power to abandon 
beach house bungalows. 
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Shadows slowly crossed the 
ceiling, the coffee in the cups 
solidified, and the gypsy tarot 

cards revealed the truth 
about my loneliness. 

In the darkness of a lonely 
Tokyo Night, mysteriously, 
| am calling for 
a restless disguise. 


Ea Oa Ae CO 
Dey OSI ee ee ae 
eee ae ey Eee 
CLH< b6elens CBSE CSE 
). PFAICMT HD LEAY BOR 
ISOPNED &<RoOTWATEM 
Ao) ade 


Unlike when you got a 
job advertisement corset 
in a department store 
shop window, 

You can see that all the old 
photos are crumpled and faded, 
leaving a faint shy look gone 
without a trace. 
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The most memorable thing 
right now is the smell of 
a hamburger stand 
in the rain, 
or how she crushed my toes 
trying to grab my ears and 
asked me to come back 
to meet the whole family. 
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IMIAGINE DEFEATING 


all these skyscrapers of 
a zombie corporation company, 
as my cousin Godzilla once 
tried all over Tokyo as the Salary 
Men stand tall to protect the 
windowless desks, my fingers 
rise toward the night skyline. 
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it doesn't help you 
to know that you’re 
just time away... 
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Embracing you again 
could only be good 
for me... 
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No one stays 
in one place anymore. 
It would be great to see 
your face at my door. 
And knowing that you are 
far away does not help. 
Yeah, you're far away... 
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If | could 
only do this life my own 
way. | would rather 
spend it near you... 
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Something inside is dead, 
| can't hide and 
| can't forget it. 
Now, my darling 
it’s too late... 
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There is something wrong 
here. It cannot be denied. 
One of us has changed, 
or maybe we just 
stopped trying... 
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But when the night 
meets the morning sun, 
will my heart hurt...??? 
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There is a light of love 
in your eyes tonight, 
will you love me 
tomorrow? 
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But wait a minute! 
| don't think you’re 
listening to me. 
Let me tell you 
my true feelings. 
Do not run away... 
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The north wind 
makes my face a little old 


Lay 


and I'm trying my best 


to bend my back... 
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"If | give you time 
to change my mind, 
even if you know that 
| lied honestly to you 
while | was crying, 
you would be in the past. 
You'll find a way 
to leave it." 
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She shouted to me: 
“If you listen to me long 
enough, you'll find a way 
to believe it’s all true.” 
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I've always been a reckless kind, 
| do what | have to do. 
With the danger in mind, 
| boldly asked you to | 

eat with me. 
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Passing under the hustle and bustle 
of the streetlights, rushing down the 
river, I'm at home. Waiting for the 
company's Zombie Master to return 
from the land, seeing the daily 
devastation and still opening up the 
ability to reach me. True love 
recluse. "Go home, cute baby, hurry 
back to the arms waiting here at our 
sanctuary house." 
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| have repeatedly 
prayed that 
she remembered... 
that she was once 
my most true love, 
in the darkness of my 
night, or even in 
the brightness of my day. 
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Recall when the wind 
hit the border hard. 
Remember the people 
who live there. 
She was once 
my true love. 
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She winks and openly 
confesses that there are 
people who value good 
luck and fame above all 
else, but no one cares 
because she just wants to 
have a good time-this rice 
wine in a quiet place. 
Enjoy drinking wine. 
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One day, I'm going to erase all 
the videotapes in the world ... 


IN THE WORLD ... 


the world ... tomorrow 


| MIGHT DO IT! 


ALI HEWIDEOIVIASTERS 
nothing ... blank. .. empty ... 
Space ... that's what they are 


\ cf nit lah Wy now ... blank ... empty ... Space. 
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Yes, she was young! 
Her heart is so pure and 
bright that there is a price 
to pay every night. 


“Sugar Sweet, you made 
me hum to the beat!” 


2 eOa Oe Niles) ru 
5 ELA CEB ALY, HEN FE 
OAD mAvieaesz 7 yy 7 
CT. MhOZK<K OMOBE, AU 
AUTEAUL OS, AMA Te O Be 
rae 


ISNUGGIEDIUP 


in a puddle of shadows here, 
lost my face in a storm, 
and my wet clogs shoes clicked 
on a wet sidewalk, sighing 
my many lies, twisted screams, 
and lonely sighs 
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the first breath of the coming 
winter can steal my voice, 
silence me, and can't appeal 
to your gentle angel about why 
my ex-girlfriend called. 
You seemed to slip through my 
fingertips because | couldn't. 
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Is the smoke of the day pale or 

am | dreaming because I’m 

wasting my time here alone in 

your city and looking at the passing 
girls here in the smog? 

| promised you, | will wait all day 

if it is necessary for it to be true, 

| will not go anywhere because 

| have nowhere to go without you. 
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small elegant shoes rhythmically 
slamming in time with the roar 
of traffic while she smiles 
at one male bystander and 
nods at another. 
You see, it's all part of the game 
that she plays with lonely office 
workers while she walks home 
from the subway. 
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"One block down and one block up" 
are the instructions she gave me, 
and | arrived just to find the local 
police station, not her apartment. 

It may have been critical these days, 

but | think it's back to the dance era 
and | felt all this RAZZ-MA-TAZZ. 
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everyone seems to be a little 
desperate. Beyond the edge, 
the modern world brings you 
to the window shelves and 
whispers softly: "Jump!" 
All that truth is naked, beaten, 
drugged, but you go to the door Just 
straddle me on the way. 
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PAGES GAVE 


and I've seen too many go. 
It's a never-ending show. 
Like a river from the outside of 
a stone tower, all humanity seeks 
freedom of the street and 
welcomes the lightning of heavy 
trucks passing by and the splattered 
buses of the ancient city 
to help them escape. 
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IE YOU LOOK GRITIGCALLY, 


you stare at the midnight sky 
and start crying. 
I've been there, but the truth 
is always lost. 
No one will be tried, sentenced 
or banished for leaving me at 
the bus stop that day. 


{As they aren’t paying for a new 
adventure...here is an old one} 


Lightning can strike without a 
pause, no warning, without the 
common decency to say 


before your day is ruined and 
life again, becomes more 
complicated that you would 
have ever to dare and finally, 
even the flowers, stood silent, 
they were mute and indifferent 
to your plight... 
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with Old Lady, Nature herself. 
All-n-all, it was the wisest of 
options that were offered up 
at the moment and in 
retrospect, 
the option you might have 
selected too. 

What does this have to do with 
the book? Nothing! It was a 
marauding, rally point that my 
thoughts retreated to on the 
rather uncomfortable and slow 
commuter plane that those 
swine accountants 
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UG PUN CAN Sree Wir dour A PAUS = 
that Seine hopelessly, surrounds 
himself with in Singapore that 
booked this DC3 
(O40 SNONIEMAIRPIANE) 
from Seoul to Tokyo for this 
quick day tour and photo shot. 
Hopefully, things will cheer up 
as | will have a day or so on this 
unholy (under budgeted) 
pilgrimage to partake in some 
of Tokyo’s non-touristy, discover 
new haunts and just wander 
down random streets, vacant 
alleys...out there with all 
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mostly because the budget is so 
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low that | doubt that | will 
have proper funds to use 
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With hope, this will limit my 
exposure to the legions of 
pretentious, spoiled 
INMVENTYESONVIE-YEARS OLD 
Japanese Office Workers 
actively pretending to be 
teenage rebels, flashing back 
to memories that are really 
less from actual memories 
but, more from the 
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UE UNG CAN Sree Wir dour A PAUS = 
thrusting out from their ever 
present anime comic books, 

seen everywhere, occupying top 
shelve in every backpack 
or boldly peeking out from 
a back pocket or over 
so hidden in jacket pockets. 
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they inhabit vast swatches of 
sidewalks and corner real estate 
in Tokyo’s Business and 
Shopping Districts, it is there, 
ona nightly basis (matinees 
performances on weekends and 
selective holidays) that they 
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populate these places — 
all of which serve as open 


and a public place where they 
are free to display a rather 
odd sense of rebellion mixed 
gingerly with the ability 
to socially interact without 
actually having communicating 
to each other...had some 
old creepy, white guy 


(on the flight over, today) 
that it is all a very complicated 
two-step dance of rebellion and 


mating...all at the same time... 
mixing and matching...although, 
tame by American Standards — 
where the final step in 
American version, it would 
many times results in some 
serious “scratch-n-matching” 
down at the 


at the end of a long evening (thank 
God, I’m not a teenager these days) 


on but, my mind drifted and keep 
rallying back to my thoughts of 
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In retrospect, all of these 
20-some-year old spuds might 
have turned out less twisted if 
they would have had porn on 

their internet like here in 
America... instead of this anime. 
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So, instead of dressing up as 
a slutty Minnie Mouse seeking 
Mickey, you could be watching 
them on CNN or YouTube...pod 

broadcasting live from their 
VERY OWN HANGING 


..over there...there they 


UGG CAN Sree Wir dour A PAUS = 
are...over there...out behind the 
gym or there they are...hanging 
from the door of silent flowers, 

lightning and that old 
ples pWWOoODd WIA SONG 
“Thunder only happens 
when it is raining...” 
supplied a suitable soundtrack. 
The positive note that | took 
away from this unrequested 
conversation was a sense of 
reassurance(s) that 
| might not need to witness this, 


ASLEAS I) 


UGG CAN Sree Wir dour A PAUS = 
not in person, this nightly ritual, 
since all the main fields of 
action, pandemonium and 
a spirited festival - picture it 
as an avant-garde, rendition 
of Rio’s Carnival... 

A POW EREUL WASLS TROY, 
but, produced, directed and 
starred the Nation’s young 
graduates, tens-of-thousands of 


ZOES UN EA S-OLD 


their sturdy, school locker — all 
due to having their feelings hurt 
by the other popular kids or 
body shaming or they could be 


INSTEAD, REREINTOKYO 


taking the ar-15 they got as a X- 
Mas gift and heading directly 
down to their old high school 

and go about settling grudges in 

a time honored and old fashion, 

true American West tradition... 
nothing like riding into town 
and getting all Gary Cooper or 

Billy Jack on the facility and 
teaching all those no-good, 
snotty school students who the 


NEW Srlenier fs 


high drama at high noon 


CONMGININ GS 


EDITOR WARNING: 


Never attempt this on your own 


you have a generation of this 
nation’s future...all of these 
lonely, 20-some-year 


they are spending a very large 
part of their best years 
amassing down here in the 
business district...assembling 
almost nightly, gathering here 
by the tens-of-thousands...all 
seemingly, lost souls, hanging 
out here, each with their own 


INSTEAD, REREIN TOKYO 


story, a anime driven version 
narrative of who they are 
pretending to be to forget that 
their real lives are stranded, 
on hold or totally reduced 
to being a corporate man 


OME Urley tele 


Lost out here, if you look 
closely, in each of these urban, 
great shopping, human 
Serengeti that are scattered in 
and about Tokyo, you will see 
that these scant evenings, the 


CVT ED MOE ES 


ul Par : 
as is 


dreams of an independent, 
free future renewed, showcased 
and celebrated in total abandon 
as the night grows late 


you will see them march into 
those corporate, tombstone 
towers and each will pray that 
they can make it, yet, another 
day, here at altar of gaining and 
keeping that company job — 
regardless of its true 


As you stand in line, trying to 
gain access to any of these 


bastions of the absurd, you will 
witness to what lengths, how 
far one will go to cast out the 
wrenched and personalness of 


If you go out seeking any 
of these human, watering 
holes...do yourself a favor 
and take a simple stroll down 
through each of these gaunt, 
wide sidewalks and step up 
and over the worn curbs, 
pass by the mass of 


INSTEAD, REREINTOKYO 


crying out for attention... 
to be taken, to be seen as 
an individual instead of a 


SALARY VIAN 


it is here in these concrete 
passage ways, you will often see 
what that creepy, old white guy, 
what he kept waxing on about 
with fine attention to even the 
smallest detail... 


YOU WILE See 


what he calls the Tokyo Mating 
Grounds - here in the central 


INSTEAD REREINTOKYO 


districts of Tokyo...hidden here 
in these trendy, business and 
Shopping districts — all with 
easy parking and mostly located 
with conveniently near their 
awaiting work offices, cubicles 
or abundant subway cues. 
Getting from the airport 


INTO THE Chhy 


is rather pleasant these days 
and economical to say the least. 
| was here at the start of the 
1990’s Decade, when Tokyo was 
still considered to be the 


financial capital of Asia, even 
though there were already 
cracks in the investment 
foundations if you had the 
nerve to look closely... 


We saw the warning signs but, 
we kicked the can of truth 
further down the road, hoping 
that we would have made our 
fortune before the 


we whistled as we walked by 
the grave yard of corporative 


INSTEAD, REREIN TOKYO 


profit reports and we never 
dared to question if the true 
bedrock of the Japanese 
Miracle was really based upon a 
small group of Japanese land 
owners (in downtown Tokyo) 
telling us that their real estate 
was REALLY worth ten billion 
yen (Japanese Dollar) per acre... 


WAS JUST ACCEPTED 


Wink...Wink...Say no more! 
“As long as | get my cut, 
bubba!” 

Back in those days, Tokyo was 
one of or by far, the most 


- 
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INSTEAD REREINTOKYO 


expensive city in the world to 
live...Even on my corporate 
expense account...it was very 
daunting and expensive. 
A shuttle bus from the airport 
into down...a shuttle 


BUS NOT A LIMO... 


was $150 US Dollars, each way... 


UNDERSTAND. 


But, the alternative was to walk 
into town...and in those days, 
the airport was still out in the 

countryside. The first night, we 

had diner out on the town...not 


INSTEAD HERE INTOKYO 
a fancy or touristy place... 
No house show rather an 

almost a Mom & Pop diner 
with a simple meal of rice and 
fish still set us back 
ST00)PER PERSON 
and we had to ask multiple 
times for a glass of water... 


NORNGENVIINE 


even the cheap stuff, at those 
inflated prices. 
We backpacked food in from 
the local market after that 
because, we blew our budget 


and maxed out the corporate 

credit card that IBC gave us. 
This was frowned upon greatly 
by the hotel management who 

was less concern by the food 
but, did express deep concern 
as to our financial stability and 
if we might be planning to stiff 

them by leaving in the 


The senior manager seemed OK 
with that but, still keep extra 
porters and lobby staff on night 
duty, just in case. 

Little did he understand that 


INSTEAD REREIINGOKYO 
the best time to dead beat it 
out run out on a bill is actually, 
mid-morning with all the 
confusion of the day’s normal 
COMINGS & GOINGS 
| felt rather bad, that these guys 
were being forced to do double 
shifts to keep us from fleeing 
the country without paying 
our VAT Tax but, 


WrAYr COULD | DOF 
Anyway, we arrived at Tokyo but 
not at the normal gates, we 
were parked way out on the 


INSTEAD, REREIN TOKYO 


tarmac away from the main 
terminal...thank goodness, they 
did have some ancient city bus 
refitted to haul cheap travelers 
to the side door of the 


MAINSERIVTINAL 


They unloaded us with the 
other assortment of cargo, 
chickens and | swear, | heard a 


GOATPROTESTING 


from the open cargo hold as we 
walked to the sputtering and 
blue, smoke haze belching from 
the old city bus’s exhaust. 


INSTEAD, REREIN TOKYO 


Packed like sardines or third- 
class freight, the rest of the ride 
into the terminal was rather 
uneventful and without any 


PUNT FBR INE Day 
Looking about, at my fellow 
travel companions — a term 
| use very loosely, at best... 

There is no way in this world, 
little-a-lone, the next; that 

| would claim friendship little 

alone any kinship to this 

GALLERY OF HOUG ES 


soldiers-of-fortune...that creepy, 


old white guy was still jabbering 
up about the endless depth (or 
was it length?) of his great 
spiritual love (all which just 
struck me as seeming a little 
way too lusty to be all that 
truly spiritual) of Japanese 
Youth and the rest of this cast 
of debunking characters 
seemingly could have well 
been directly out of some 
old French war movie about 
the new deportees (gleeful 
recruits) for the French 


INSU BADD clase INTO Oe) 


Now, you know why this was 
the cheapest flight that dear old 
Chucky and his hysterical gang 
of bean counters could find for 
me. It was almost a certainty, 
that standing in the same 
immigration line as this motley 
group of perverts, mercenaries 
and prison escapees; | was 
certain that we would be put 
back on the same plane and 
told to go back to whatever 
“shithole” rock that we had 
crawled out from under... 
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EDITOR NOTE: 


While we disagree with Emil’s 
usage of the verbiage in the above 
line and would have normally been 

required by Singaporean Decency 

and Publishing Laws, to either cut 
or request that Emil rephrase 
the unlawful, rude comment 


Emil argued successfully with 
the Censorship Board that it is 
now common usage, slang ever 
since President Trump utilized 
the same terminology with a 
similar statement from his 
tweeter account...) 


Much to my surprise, we made 
it through immigration without 
much effort although, when 
they asked and | told them, 
where | would be staying... 
it raised a glance and more than 
a slight chuckle from the 


Having never stayed at this 
hotel (booked by Chucky), the 
Immigration Officer’s response 

was concerning (to say the least 
as he was in a position to be “in 
the know.”) and to add even 
greater concern...as the 


overhead the conversation and 
came up to me...slapped me on 
the back and asked if we could 
share a cab as he was staying in 
the same place...He furthered 


as we should get together for 
a night on the town or did he 


It was all lost on me as | told 
him that | was taking the train 
and excused myself to have a 

conversation with this random, 


INSTEAD, REREIN TOKYO 


passing stranger who was 
somewhat taken back as 
| started walking along with 
him, waving back to some old, 
creepy white guy and yelling 
that this was my friend from 
Seoul and | was going to 


nS PEACE INSTEAD 


“No more room in his 
car...Sorry! See ya...later...” 
{Final frame zooms into the old, 
pervert and you see sadness 
overwhelm his clouding eyes 
and it then pans out to Emil 
walking towards an awaiting 
taxi. Freeze Frame!} 
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4) ONY We FAD FOUND NIRVANA 


“If only we had found Nirvana” 
but she was right in warning 
us that we were late to the 
season and to this spot of 
the world. She then looked 
me in my blood stained and 
spattered eyes, without a lisp 
or a stutter, she asked me 


PONISI, 


“If you were a tree...what kind 
of tree would you be?” 

| know! It was truly, a very long, 
tiring night here in the 


SHUBUTA PREFEGT 


4) ONY We FAD FOUND NIRVANA 


| understand how | had railed 
and waxed on (just) yesterday 
afternoon, all about this 


LOSTSGENERAIION 


and how sad it was to see 
a whole generation cast out into 
society’s dustbin...and yet, 


riers | ANY 


waking up on this damp, dirty 
door step...next to one of the 
more ragged versions of this 
lost generation and she seems 

to be jabbering away...talking in 


4)e ONDY We FAD FOUND NIRVANA 


some hipster code (or was this 
what Barbara Walters really 
looks like after a hard night on 
the town?) about trees... 


WEA VOULDIIBEs 


Uhh? Turning away from her 
hipster coded challenge, after 
| betray my uncoolness and 
all | could muster was just 
to stare back at her with 
a painfully, absurd expression 


OF UIsiER CONFUSION 


really, | was at a total loss 
of words, in fact, | was lost 
for very thought at the moment 


4)e ONLY We FAD FOUND NIRVANA 


she jabbed me in the ribs... 
seems that | was being rather 
hard to wake up and | was 
blocking the doorway to her 
little shop...here... 
somewhere in what looked 


UO 58 SUSU 


at least, it was as | vaguely 
remembered it from last night. 
Slowly gaining my feet, with 
the help of the nearby wall 
to stead my rise, | made sure 
that | had not lost my wallet. 


Wallets are among the first 
thing to disappear when you 
fall asleep on some stranger’s 

door step... 


| have researched this on 
numerous...seemingly, 
countless times in my journeys. 
The wallet was still firmly in my 
front pocket... 


raveler’s Tip LO 17NWENcie-Tdav) 


your wallet and other valuables 
in your front pockets as they are 


4)e ONDY We FAD FOUND NIRVANA 


much less likely to get pick- 
pocketed. Leaned this 
important life lesson from 
a master pickpocket that 
befriended me as a youth in 
the burley sidewalks of South 
London...another story for 


ANOTREnw GIVE 


Pulling it out, it seemed light... 


Sp pele sippy. 


| gasped and quickly flung it 
open...it was in fact, empty... 
Have you ever been startled 


4)e ONY We FAD FOUND NIRVANA 


awake by a jabber, hipster who 
had suck punched you in the 
ribs...only to discover that you 
were left with an empty wallet? 
If so, you can sense my feelings 
at this very confusing moment, 
you have been there and have 
felt that utter sense of dreed 
that overtakes, overrides all of 
your other senses and you too, 
have been touched by that 
chilly wave of panic as it crests 
the top of your aching head 
and maybe, it was 


ine VERGO 


ANB ONMY We FAD FOUND NIRVANA 


that held you in place. 
Then, you alone, you will truly 
have previously lived a moment 
similar enough to cause you 


AY FINCH OF PAIN 


and so, please forgive me in 
how much has been withheld - 
all that might have been 
indiscreetly added to paint the 
picture for those non-initiated — 
and, who now complain that 
| failed to report here 


EMPTY WALLET? 


Damn! Wait! It was coming back 


4)e ONLY We FAD POUND NIRVANA 


to me now, 

“It was empty last night too!” 
Pieces flash, blink and fall to 
the sidewalk in the form of 

a Massive mosaic, 


JIGSAW PUZZL & 


without a central core 


TO GUIDE YOU 


With thoughts and eyes 
clearing, | notice the strong 
smell of stale sake that covered 
me and for a brief moment, 
| recalled my granddad and how 


his Old Spice Cologne... 
Weird how such random 
thoughts strike you? 


Well, not in a traditional 
sense...see, crime rates in Tokyo 
are amongst the lowest in the 
world for random street crime... 
Now, there is a lot of organized 
crime...well, not really any more 
than you see in 


like there, like here...it was the 
cost of business and cutting 


4)e ONMY We FAD FOUND NIRVANA 


through the red tape and 
greedy bureaucrats without 
stretched fingers grasping 


Py OUR AVIS 


Here it is efficient, done with 
an eye to ritual and there is 
a true sense of pageantry to 


iS IVIPARTATIONS 


What | mean by 
“Not in the traditional sense” 
was that | paid a greatly inflated 
price for cheap sake, as | was 
a drunk foreign devil without 
(I am sure at that moment) 


4)e ONLY We FAD FOUND NIRVANA 


redeeming grace or the merit of 
friendship or kinship to any of 
my drinking partners, last night. 


“If only we had found Nirvana 
but, we were too late in this 
season of the world.” 


Staggering with a slight sway 
to my cadence that gave me 
the ridiculous impression of 


A UNGOV = 


road-worn penguin...it was 
painful to gather the courage to 
glance up at my image, 


4)2 ONLY WWE FAD FOUND NIRVANA 
reflecting off the heavy plate 
glass windows of the 
PASSING STORRS ero MTS 
Nothing was making sense 
as my mind had yet, started 
to reassemble the tiny pieces 
of the jigsaw puzzle...mostly 
due to the residual pain of 
being woke up on 


iL DOOKSIERS 


of some shop-house and being 
rather rudely awaken, at that. 
Furthermore, | am lazy and not 
being one to dwell in the past, 


4)e ONLY We FAD POUND NIRVANA 


| was more concerned about 
getting back to the (hopeful) 
safety of my cheap hotel with 
no coinage to hail a taxi or take 


Urle SUS WVANY 


“Wonder? What are the laws 
here about pan-handling ?” 


| asked a passing hipster, who 
seemed to have, also, a long 
eventful night here in Shubuta. 


“ea KGUS = \y) ay 


This hipster, of this lost 


4)e ONY We FAD FOUND NIRVANA 


generation, addressed my 
in the polite, daytime, 


SALARY VIAN VOICE 


| repeated my question and 
again, he was puzzled by my 
verbiage... 


DAWN Gs 


It then dawned upon me that 
language might travel and be 
learned but, the meaning(s) 
don’t necessary make the same 
passage...he didn’t understand 
the word “pan-handling.” 
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4)e ONLY We FAD POUND NIRVANA 


After an awkward pause of 


BUANICSTIARES 


| tried to pantomime the word’s 


meaning and at this 


VERVSVIOIWIENG) 


| realized that whatever | was 
doing was going terribly, it was 
going sideways! 
| could see that his face had 
turned ashy gray, his hands 
were trembling and he was 


GASPING FON SNe AVI cl] 


He thought, | was trying to rob 
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ANP ONLY We FAD POUND NIRVANA 


and as my sad story was absurd 
as Was my appearance, he 
smiled, opened his wallet and 
gave me cab fare back to 


MY Opel 


| was homeward bound to my 
cold water, walk up...my rat’s 
nest of a hotel in the cheaper 
part of the city...and he was off 
to change into his business suit, 
uniform of a company man and 
to start, yet, another day of 
death sitting in a numberless 
cubical, ina nameless room 


ANP ONLY We FAD POUND NIRVANA 


while dreaming his escape at 6 
PM...back out to the 


WILD Sy Re ess 


of his real life fantasies, 
here in the district. 
Most of the cab ride was 


LOST ON We 


as my mind drifted to rethink 
that bad image | had painted 
of this young generation 
of Japanese... 
Maybe, it is us who are lost? 
Maybe, they found a solution, 


ANP ONLY We FAD FOUND NIRVANA 


a bridging gap, a less radical 
way to balance living in this 


MODERN WORLD 


Like my Navaho Friends 
use to say 
“Our dreams are reality and our 
reality are our dreams.” 
Maybe, this generation of 
young Japanese are not truly 
lost but, have discovered 
a peace of mind in what the 
Navaho had tried to teach 
me as a true key to living 


PAP ee 


4)e ONLY We FAD FOUND NIRVANA 


By replacement, mixing 
and matching realty with their 
own dream world, they have 
achieved their own Japanese 


VERSION Cp NISVAUAN 


And, yes... 
We were too late in the season 


TO SEES 


| made a note to remember 

this for the book. 

The cabbie pulled over and 
rousted me out of the cab and 
drove off in a rush, as this was 
not a suitable neighborhood to 

go seeking a new fair. 


SORRYASHAAIN ale ViEe 
“| wish to have you put your 
name below these notes on your 
bill, written at the time when 
| first met you here 
(when you checked in), 
because the memories of our 
talks are connected to your 
extensive use of the mini-bar 
and the missing table 
from your room...” 

“By the way, where is the TV?” 
She then continued on about 
her liking of my country and of 
its story, and with that she 
dropped the bomb shell 


“..because (my boss needs to 
know who is going to be 
responsible for this growing bill 
for room service) for a time you 
were Amerika to me.” 


Most other places would have 
already called the police but, 
here, there was a sense of 
civility and might | add, 

a touch of grace. 


this was just another 
landlord/tenant disputer and 


SORRY SrA ADAP Ile: 
purpose of the enormous 
draped sign outside, and in my 
new storyline: 
Underneath the large 
draping...there was a sense of 
uncertain darkness, and there 
was something about (I forget 
the actual details now) an old, 


MISERABLE 


distorted dwarf playing the part 
of a spider in a web (symbolism 
of the Hotel’s attempt to fleece 
WWWG) and it was to the 
accompaniment of some really 


fiendish music and | had already 
began to draft (| must say) 

a most brilliant and heart- 
wrenching narrative voice-over 
for the video or animated 
short...that | still believe could 
have won at the Tokyo Academy 
Awards that year... 
| lingered at her counter as | had 
truly epic telephone debate... 


Over what to say or do in 
answering WWWG’s dreaded 
anger. | (like totally) envisioned 
a historical, a riveting cage 


SORRY SrA AI? Wye! 
match to the death with 
good old boy, 


WASTER ICH UCKY 


(WWWG’s resident, warlord 
accountant thug and a distorted 
dwarf with an bad attitude) 
Visions of this angry, dwarf 
jumping up and down with 
a terribly sharpened letter 
opener in his stabbing hand was 
going on in my head as the 
young gal at the counter talked 
with additional pleasantries, 
but, | did not enter into any 
details or commitments on my 
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part to take any responsibility — 
as WWWG’s name was on the 


She was still smiling as 
| proceeded towards the 
beckoning and appealing doors 
that called upon me to pick up 
the pace and get the hell out 
of here while the young girl 
was confused by comments 
about that evil, penny-pinching, 
dwarf Chuck and how 
“They better cover the whole bill 
as lam the artist...the creative 
genius who...” 


SORRY SrA ADAP We! 
| did go on a little further in my 
expiation before being drawn 
to the doors and escaped to the 
relative freedom of the 


AVVAIIING SIDEWALKS 


Kicked another can further 
down the street and held off 
the hounds of the corporative 
collectors who seem so destine 
to suck the last few yen 
(DOLEARS  DINANS Paes | 
out of me...suck me dry down 
to selling my blood into plasma 
and selling it by the pint... 
| shouldn’t joke as | have been 


SORRYPALAIN aves 
told that it is not uncommon 
to have hi-roller deadbeats 
waking up in Hong Kong 
(these days) missing a kidney 
or two as a resolve of an 


OVERDUE BILENG 
This is what | have been 
told...remind me to avoid any 
new assignments to Hong 
Kong...although, | may not be 
able to go anyway, due to the 
standing restraining order, that 
the Chinese have against 
me...there at the Beijing 
Airport...long story...! 


SORRY ASAIN alelViEe 
Sorry...but, if | were Koriyama- 
Son, | would sue that travel 
company...they could have 
taken him to East St. Louis 
at least...better people and 
better food than in the 


WOM DAY AININ 


Section of town where he 
stayed, at least from my 
experiences, East St. Louis is 
as true to what 


AWVIERIGAREALIYAS 


as real as you ever want to 
actually get...without some 


SORRY aR AVA alaViEe 
weirdo, death wish... spent a 
month there on a cold, very 
rainy night, in East St. Louis 
without a friend left to call. 
He, being an elderly chap, wore 
an old-fashion, 1950’s 


SIOKERSS CAP 


flattened forwards over the top 
of his freshly shaven head; 
PROM Urls DSTAME= 
he looked like a cross between 
a gangster and a well-to-do 
monk... | studied his hands, 
inspecting them to notice 


SORRY aA alaViEe 
any missing digits... 
Seeing that he still had all his 
fingers, on both his hands, 
and given his advanced age; 
if he were 


AVGANGSTIER 


then, he was a very good 
one...at least never was caught 
making a mistake... 
That’s a very good thing! 


Or) Well! 


It all seemed to have worked 
itself out again. 


SORRY{SIAAINele VIED 
With the mission done, | just 
got back to the hotel and they 
seem rather upset by a telex 
that they received from 
Singapore...from WWWG... 


IN EAGT 


Seems our little boy Chucky... 
was having a hard time with the 


BONERS BIL 


| reassured all of the hotel’s 
staff that Chucky was just a little 
office (dwarf) clerk who thinks 


SORRY {SI AIEAINelnIVIED 
that he speaks for the company 
and that you needed to send 
the bill to his boss, the owner 
of the company, Seine. 
| told him that this Chucky guy 


WAS PURE GRAZY, 


but, he is Seine’s Chinese 
brother-in-law (Seine married 
a Hong Kong Lady back in the 
1980's)... The hotel owner was 
of the older generation, 


IMIMeD Ayre by 


He understood what | was 
saying and sided with me. * 


SORRY PrLA ADO ied 
At which point, there was little 
more that you can do but, take 

it directly to Seine... 

“He is a good guy...always pays 
the bills...he is French you 
know...” 

Please add an extra $50 USD 
for all your troubles! 


WING YY NGS: 


OH...| will be checking out... 
No...No...No problems... 
CANYVOUIGATEVIE A GABE. 
*He grew up during the war and 
in fact, three of his great uncles 


SORRY SI AIEAINeleIViEe 
died fighting in China and his 
dad came home a broken man 
and never achieved the 
greatness his family had 
preplanned for him. 


SON CniINESE 


are not his friend anymore than 
a Jap is to an American who lost 
family fighting the 


JAPANESE 


| am old and of their father’s 
generation, | know how to 
successfully work this ploy to 


a os — 


SORRY PAP ADE Wyle! 
their worst memories and 
here he swiftly turned on 

Mister Chuckie and eagerly 
enlisted into the Great Asian 


ARVIY OR EVIE 


Pretty deep for a footnote... 


YOU Trl MG 


KORIVAWIALSOIN 


Here | am with the son of the 
man (Koriyama-Son) | could 
have tried to murder at the 
crossroads, a long time ago, 


BDAGKGIN GriNA 


So long ago...for a mere lorry 
and an old sword? 
Does he know the real story or 
did his dad adopt the official 
version of Chinese Bandits and 


THE BRAVE SEINE 


returning the sword after 
slaying the bandits in (what?) 


No one was in charge... 
In fact, whoever was holding 
a rifle or pistol on you, was 
technically in charge, at least 


Everything was confused and 
the Japanese Army more or 
less, they just packed up 
and went home. 


As | said, they were the lucky 
ones. | pity those poor slobs in 
the North that were captured. 


At the time, this was a great 
source of shame among the 
older, more traditional here in 


They were an army without 
honor. The few who returned 
home in the late 1950s or early 
1960’s were shun and had (in 
the end) wished that they 
would have taken the honorable 
path like their brothers had on 
lwi Jima...to die in defense of 
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the Motherland, Emperor 
and tradition... like those 
crazy English Bastards ina 


PREVIOUS WAR 


At least, today, such thoughts 
are consider crazy...it is never 
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In the north, the blame went 
from the army...down to the 
individual soldier and thus the 
shame was doubled down on 
the lonely, foot soldier... 
See, after ordering them to 
surrender, many of their 


sentenced to death for war 
crimes against the Chinese 
People — which was much 
a relief to a wreaked, 


as the Chinese solved for the 
Japanese Nation what would 
have been a heavy burden of 
having to deal with these 
returning General Staff — 
besides, they figured that there 
were enough generals in Tokyo 


So, the Americans didn’t care. 
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So Koriyama-Son’s father hit 
Shanghai on the run with his 
officer, his commander in tow. 
They boarded a troop train 
and sailed home no worse for 
the wear and tear of an 
unbelievable road trip across 
the entire length and breath of 


SOUITERN CHINA 


Upon arriving home, times were 
harsh and everything lay in 
ruin. There were no jobs as the 
factories had been flattened 
to prove a military theory by the 


Allies Air General Marshal, 


if you could carpet bombing 
a country back to the Stone Age. 
One look around convinced 
Koriyama-Son’s father that it 
could...point proven... 


It would take a vast chunk of 

America’s remaining capital 

reserves to rebuild this mess 
and it wouldn’t happen 


KOKIVAIVIAESON 


overnight, either. 
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Koriyama-Son’s father was 
a professional soldier in country 
that had just disbanded and sent 
their armies home to an 


UNGERIAINE AIRE 


There were opportunities for 
a cleaver man. He could join the 
American Gangsters and make 
a very good living enforcing 
their will upon his broken 
brothers and sisters. 


Being a good soldier, trained in 
the arts of not only killing but 
to understand his position in 
society and to always handle 


with a great attention to detail, 
he could not betray the honor 
of a lifetime of training. 
In fact, he was a most loyal 


He was a junior officer in the 
Army of the Emperor and since, 
the Emperor dealt directly 
with God, he always saw himself 
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as a proud Soldier of God... 
a warrior to protect the old 
ways, he felt it was the old 
ways...ancient traditions... 
It was all this that was 
responsible for allowing Japan 
to become a great nation. 
But, now the emperor was 
a mere mortal man, broken 
and looking bent, wasted in 
a war that, in the end, served 
no one’s honor Koriyama-Son’s 
father took to drink, which 
ib AVIERIGANIGANGSIERS 
supplied with easy and delight... 


whiskey was easier 
to find than clean water. 
Koriyama-Son’s father would 
later teach his son, that the 
Americans did this with the 
same purpose as they gave 
whiskey to the 


The other course to survival for 
man of his talents, it was 
slowly developing — it was 
becoming clear...over time, all 
of the American Gangsters were 
becoming home grown, 
Japanese Gangsters. 


The Americans grew tired and 
wished to return home to 
enjoy the treasures that they 
had already looted from the 
nation and had already been 
shipped back home in massive 


There was a growing need for 
former Warriors of God, those 
who would do whatever they 
were told, for those who held 
to their old, fine-tuned, military 
skillsets and who were able 
to offer loyalty up to a new 
God...“Easy Money!” 


..smoke them if you have them. 


This is how Koriyama-Son’s 
father became a 


He soon found the life much 
to his liking as it was similar to 
his old army days but, then, 
it was much more rewarding 
and his family prospered. 
Koriyama-Son rationalized his 
father’s actions by saying that 
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in Modern Japan, there seemed 
to be little need for men cut 
from this military cloth. 
We ended up talking a great 
deal about his childhood 
and what it was like to 
have grown up in 


NIOSE WAR YEARS 


In fact, in 1945, he had just 
turned 15 years-old and his 
mother was preparing to send 
her only son off...into the 
footsteps of a father that had 
been lost to them a very long 
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time ago, almost a ten year 
passage, since his father shipped 
out with his home guard units, 
off to training in Korea and 
then for eight of these years 
in China, as a brave, devoted 


WVAR IO) Op GO) P 


Had the war gone on and had 
the Americans invaded the 
Homelands, he would have been 
served up to death’s hungry 
growl along with the majority 
of his generation’s youth. 
They were all that were left 
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in the Homelands. 
The Grand Imperial Army... 
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cut off in China, prevented from 
returning home by a command 
that did not realize (or admit) 
that the war in China was lost. 
Much like in the 


FINAL DAYS 


the story played out much the 

same over in Germany where 

too only old men and children 
remained but, the generals 
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didn’t fear to send them out 
sent them out to hold back the 
entire might of the Russian Army 
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He said, that they had been 
preparing for a long time, this 
plan called for the enlistment 
of children as young as twelve 
to stand the final defense line. 
He didn’t stutter when he told 
me, that at the time...given his 

upbringing, he would have 
gladly died to protect 
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Our talks revealed that all 
cultures share much. | told 
him about my uncle who had 
served in the German Army 
in Russia and that his mother 
(my great aunt) keep a dusty 
old box of his fotos from 


BACK IN THE DAY 


The box, like the war and its 
many memories had fallen 
from the popular displacement 
out on the open shelves... 
no long meriting gold colored 
frames, they had, for many 
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a year now, they had been 
regulated to collecting dust 
balls in the damp, back 
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The next day, he brought me 
a box that had come from his 
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He had removed the personal 
items as they were private — 
with no need to share... 
“We are not that kind of people 

What the box held was a wild 
collection of flyers, mini-posters 
and assorted pamphlets and 
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cartoon books that he had read 
as a child and what he hoped 
would give some answer to my 
questions about being a 
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| took some fotos, made some 
sketches and they are the 
main focus of this edition. WYT? 
| leave Japan and return to my 
cold water, walk up apartment 
in Seoul with a better 
understanding of Seine, 
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and his father... 
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Seine insured that | could in fact 
do little damage, for even 
though | know Koriyama-Son 
and his family, maybe, as much 
as | know many of my own 
family members... 
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to the name of the Japanese 

Officer and Seine realizes that 
the odds are remote that his 
daughter will ever know the 

truth as he told me on the 
phone last night 
“How many people really read 
your books, Emil?” 
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